a missionary's  job
contretemps. He plays the part of buffoon in all the
hospital staff's theatrical productions, a part which he
combines in real life with common sense and efficiency in
his work.
There is no doubt that Miss Hacker—although she was
only three years with us before a young missionary in
another district succumbed to her charms and captured
her from us—laid the foundations of a capable and trust-
worthy nursing service in Neyyoor. But, like most things
worth doing, the victory came only after a fight. These
combats provided some of the more amusing—if sometimes
tragic—incidents of my early months in India.
I had bought a Ford car when I came out, but in those
days there was practically nobody in our part of India
who knew anything at all about cars, and I had to do
everything myself, in the meanwhile training a village
boy called Amos to understand the mysteries of internal-
combustion engines. He has been my driver and mechanic
ever since, and a more faithful soul nobody could wish for.
My great regret ever since I have worked in India has
been that I did not spend a year or so doing nothing
else but learning the language, before starting medical
duties at all. But Dr. Pugh was so over-worked, and the
relief of his fatigue was one of the principal considerations
that drew me to India; I was anxious to get going at
once on hospital work. In consequence, I could spare but
two hours a day for Tamil, which is one of the five or six
most difficult languages in the world for an Englishman
to learn. Though I can now speak Tamil fairly fluently,
and often think in it, this has come only slowly. A great
deal of utility, a lot of friendship with Indians, and much
understanding of their ways and their thought, was lost
during the early years of my service, owing to this fault
of not having learned the language thoroughly.
If anyone who reads this is intending to become a
missionary—that is, anyone sent out from Britain to the
East, for commercial, evangelistic, military, administrative,
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